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SYNOPSIS,
h Migery  ork  Sally \I"lvl flids
& Guorge Loscars, i lamisoape pafator, 1
LRk e 1 afier row e in .
Tor -‘Ilulm- Spleer Sopth !.-!-l’"-
family, tells Samson Sout md Sally thot
Jesae Purvy hox been shot amd Ahint Ban
Barison
.-..'.“.1 o A et B TIsOH T
him’ and denoaies I thie
HiEter" who W Mur Voasoott tries 8
l:"‘r.ul‘_‘-v- O 10 20 o Now Yor !
m i e n ! et O AL
Bt Beartbroket,  furt Liasruit
forts
CHAPTER VI—Centinued.

"Thar's wgoin' ter bhe o dancin’
party over ter Wite MeCager's mill
come Saturdas,” he nstnunticzly sug
gested. Ml reckon ye'll o aver thar
with me. won't ve, Sally "

He waited for ber usoal delighted
assent but Sally only told Ll abgent
Iy and without enthusinsm that she
would “study about [t At last, how
ever, her restraint broke, and, looking
up. she abruptly demanded

“Alr Ve eroitt’ away, Samson?

\\'h::_: been a-talkin® ter ye?™ de.
manded the boy. angrily

For a I:.n-:m',,f, the girl sat
Finully, she gpoke In a grave volee:

"Hit hain't nothin® ter git mad about,
Bamson. The artist man lowed as how
vee had a right ter go down thar, an’
git an eddication” She made & wears
goesture toward the greut beyond

‘He hadn’t ought to of told ye,
Sally If 1'd been plumb sartin in my
mind, 1'd a-told myeell—not bat
whit 1 knows" he hastily amended,
“thet L meant hit friendly’

YAlr ye a-goin'?™

I'm studyin® about hit

He awaited objection, none
came.  Then, with a pig of his
magculine vanlty, he demanded

“Hain't ve a-keerin’, Sally, wlether

o 1 ghes, or not?

The girl grew rig tler Gngsara on
the crunibling plank of the top
tightenad and gripped hurd.  Her fac
did not betray her ar her yelce
though she had 1o zulp d n rising
lump in her thront before she could
answer colmly

1 think ye had ought to go. Sam
son.”

The bov was astonished He had
avaoided the subjeot for tear of her op-
position-—and tears,

[hen, slowly, glie went on

"There hain't nothin’ in these hers
hills fer ve, Samson, Down thar, ve'tl
are lols of things thet's new —an” eivil
ized nn' beautiful! Ye'll see lots of
gals thet kin read an' write, gals
drosgod up in all Kinds of fancy fix
in's.”  Her glib words rnin out and
ended in a sort of inward gasp

Compliment came hardly and awk
wiardly to Samson’'s lips. He reachied
for the girl's hand, and whispored

4 1 reckon 1 woi't aee no gals thet's
aa purty as you he, Sally. 1 reckon ye
knows, whoether | goes or stays, we're
afoin’ ter git muarried.’

she rew her hand awav, and
laughed, a little bitterl) In the last
day, she had ceased to be o child, and
become o womutt with all the soul-uch
ing possibilitice of & womans intul
tions

'Banson e sald, 1 hain’t askin
ye tor make n vopromisss. When
v gpos them other zulz—gnls thet kin
rowd an’ write—Il reckon mebby ye'll
think diff rent 1 cant bhardly epetl
ottt printin’ In the fust reader.

scornful of the
a recruit may be
before he has
He slipped his arm
w her over to him
“"Hotes,” he sald, “ve peedn’t fret
about thed Readin' an' weltin' can't
mike no difference fer a woman.
Hit's mighty impnortant fer a man, but
vou're i KI!I .
a-goin’ ter think diffrent at-
she insisted. “When ye

Her lovers y
imagined dangers, as
ol the battle
been under fire
about hier aud dre

uire was

lerrors

Youre

ter awhile”

goes, 1 hein'l a-goin’ ter be expectin’
ye ter come back But"—the
resolution in her voice for & moment
quavered oas she added—"but God

knows 1'm s-goin’ ter be hopin'™

“Sally!™ The boy rose, and paced
up and down In the road. “Alr ye
goin’' ter be ag'inst me, too? Don't ye

I wants ter have a chanst?
Can't ye trus! me I'm p-tryia’
to amonnt lo somelhing. 'm plumbd
tired of bein’ ornery an ‘tount.”
ghe nodded
I've done told ve"” wearlly,
“thet I thinks ve ought ter do hit”
- t . - L] . L]

sew that

Jesl
no

she =xid

Lescott and Samson
matter freguently. At times the boy
waux obstinate in his determination to
remain,;
to the yearnings for change and oppor- |
tunity

something more porteatous than a
mere frolic. It would be a clan gath-
ering to which the South adherents

i |

discussed the |

| slons

| had onee

during those bedridden days and | fearing that another trigger might at

nights, pluns of reprisal.  Acvording | any moment be drawn.  Purvy dared |
Lto curtent report, Purvy had  ane ! oot have Simson shot out of hand, be-
nounced that his would-be nssassin | ciuge he fearad that the Souths would
dwelt on Misery, and was “marked | claim his lile u return, you he feared
down."  Su, there were obvious exi- | to lot Samson live, Ou the other hand,
geneles which the Souths must pro- [ if Purvy fell, no South could balance
pmre (o meet. o particular, the ¢lan liis death, excopt Spicer or Samson

must thrash out to definite under- | ABY situation that might put condi
standing the demoralizing report that | Hols to 4 moment of issue would
Samson Soutl, their logleal leader, | ¢ ther prove that the truce was belng
meuant to abandon them, at a crisis | Observed, or open the war—and yet

whent warcloads wore Lhickening, cach faction was guarding ngainst such

| and means

ot other times he gave way |

re

abnuts and “over yon,* From fore
noon until after midnight, shuffe, jig
and fiddling would hold high, if rough,
carulval.  But, while the younger folk
abandoned themselves to these diver
the grayer heads would gather
in more serious conclave, Jesse Purvy
more beaten back death, and

The painter had tnally resolved to
out the Gordian koot, and leave the
mouptaing,  He had tralned on Sam
son to the last pleee all his artillery of

argumient, The case was fow submit
ted with the sueecetion that the boy
take three months to consider, and

that, If e
should notify
coming, Hu

docided aMrmatively, ne
Lesgcott in ady

proposed sending Samson

ance of his

“] Recken Hit's A.goin” Ter Jest About
Kill Me.™
libmary of curelully plcked

vhtell the me 1aineer engeris

v f1be
woented, however, to re
Saturday, and the

1w, sines He wag enrions 1o obsorve

over o o

what pressure 4 I.r )

wis

ht to bear on |

chief-maker, Ostensibly, the truce still |

held, but at no time since its signing
had matiers been so frelghted with the
menaco of a4 gathering storm, 'l‘hu
attitude of each faction was that of
severnl men standing qulet with guns
trained on one another's breasts, Bach |

hesitated to fire, knowlng that to pull |
his mind had probably been devising. | the trigeer meant to die bimself, yet |

1 un event as oo frovght with danger

| One thing was certain, By persuasion
| or Lescott muet leave, and Sam-
gon must show himself 1o be the youth
he hd been thought, or the confessed
and repudiated renegade. Those ques-
Prlons, today must aonswer, It was A
Ldiienlt situntion, and promised an
eventful entertainment Whatever
conclingion wid reached ag to the art

mree,

iel's future, he was, until the verdict
cime in, o visitor, and, unless lguor
inflamedd some roekless trogble-hunter,
that fact would wot be forgotivy Poe
gibly, It was as well thut Tamarack
Spleer hnd not arrived
Lescott himsclt realized the situa-
tion In part as Be stood ot the door of
the wiatehing the scone Inside
af. of course. no round dat
ing the shuMe and  ilg-—witl
jchampions contending for the honor
of thelr seatlons
I the group about the door, Lescott
pa=sed 4 youth with tosn-white hadr
nnd very pi choeks T'he oy wae
vurllest to nb ta the fompsta
tion of the meonshine Jug, a4 enpma
tion which would Iater clnim others
| He wis recling erazily, and his albin.
| eyes were now red and inflamed
“Thet's ther damned furriner thet's

done turned Samson inter & gal” pr

clisdmed the youth, in a thick voice
The potnter pansed, and looksd
back. The boy was reaching ander bl
[ tout with hands that had  bovor.
Cclumsy and unresponsive
[ Ylet me glt at him," he shouted
[ with a wild whoop and a dash towarn!d
the painter
Leseott #ald nothing, but Sally Wl
eard. and stepped swittly between
[ You've gor ter gt past me fust
[ Bodds she sald, quietly reck
[ ¥e'd Detter ran on hodme. an® git ¥«
(K1} tor put ye ter bis
CHAPTER WVII
Severdl sol P sed around
! L nr r disar g hvim, led
I LWaY ¢ oand 1 1
wi Wi r nia xlag i
| K0S
fimn O e '
ned A dn LW HWeker
nies hin 5 isl 1 s ¥ L3
er it
Hinn . break was veting to
Loscott elilefty as an indication of
what might follow 'nwilllng to In-
troduee discord by his and
involyve $ tn quarrels on his ac
¢ nt, he sueeestéed rding back to
bav's face clouded at

the boy. and 1o have himsedf o finil K Kain't be elvil ter my
waord of argument wfter kKinsmen had | orejonds” he sald, shortly, “they'ye got
BIOken ter account ter me. Yoo stay right
Saturday morning came after a night | yyvar. and U1 ktay elost to vou, 1 done
of torrentlal raly, which had Ieft the | oome hear today tor tell e that they
mount steaming under a reek of | pusin’t meddle in my business.”
fo and pitching elouds. A zhormt while later, Wile MeCager
But, a=s the morning wore on, the | (meited Samson to comeé out to the
gun fought s way to view in & S8CTaf | mill. and the boy nodded to Lescott
aver HHTTS From log cabing | an invitation to secompany him
and plar e up and down Miser | The mill, dating back to plonensr
and s tributaries, men and women he- | g, 06 st ita race with e shaft now
gan thele hogzi ward the mill. Les | die. 1t looked 10 Lescott, ne he np
cott rode tn the wake of Sumson, wh nroached, Hke o serap of landseaps
had Sally on a plllow at his back, TheY | tarn trom some medieval plet and
ciame before noon Lo the o of DryY- | the men about its door geemed madle
e erock, dud the house of Wile Me tonr; hearded und gaunt, hard
Iready, the ploket fence was vied and sullen
Hnoil i tethered horses and mules Al of nE wWeps
From the inter 1 ame L men of middle age, ¢ A num
the nds o g£h these | hor were grav-hnlred v were all
etrains of “Tu traw™ were | of eador branches.  Many of them, 1ike
anly by way of [ascott felty | wile McCager himself, did nit bear
though Lo conld not say just what con- | the name of South, and Samson wyas
erete thing told him. that ander the | (he elidest son of the eldest son 3
shillow note of merry making brooded Samson.'” began ald Wile McCager,
the major theme of 4, troublesome | clearing his throat and takitg up his

oblem I'lie seriousness
1he
He saw,
up with it in a fashion, which might
become dangeroun, when a few jugs
of white liguor biad been emptied
While the young persons danced
and “sparked” within, and the more
truculent lads escaped to the road to
pa=s the jug. and forecast with youth
ful warfever “cleanin’® out the Holl
mang,” the elders were deep in ways
i the truce could be pre-
gerved for its unexpired period of
three vears, it was, of course, best. In
that event, crops conld be cultivated.
and lives saved, Dut, if Jesse Purvy
choge 1o regard his shooting as »
breach of terms, and struck, he would

purfnce, but insistently dep

strike hard, and, in that avent. best
defense lay in striking first. Samson
would soon be twenty-one. That he

would take his place ag head of the
olan had until now never been gues
tioned—and he was talking of deser-
tion. For that, a pinkskinned for
elgner, who wore a4 woman's bow of
ribboa at his collar, was to blame.
The goestion of loyalty must be square-
Iy put up to Bamson, and it must be
done today. His answer must be defl-
nite and unequivocal. As a guest of
Spicer South, Lescolt was entitled to
tlu.l consideration which & accorded

The dance on Baturday was to be  ambassadors.

None the less, the vital affuir of the
mnmumhhlhlhmm
tion for a stranger, who, in the opin-

would come riding up and down Mis- | jon of the majority, should be driven
ey and lis tribviaries from “aigh from the country as ag lnsidious mie

was below |
ressing. |
too, that he himsell was mixed |

“were

duty as spokesman all your
kinfolks here, an’ we almed ter ask ye
whout this here report thet yer lowin®
ter leave the mountings?”

"What of hit?”" countered the hoy

“Hit noks mighty like the war's
a-goln’ tor be on ag’in pretty soon. Air
ye a-goln’ ter quit, or air ye a-goin’ ter
| stick? Ther's what we wants ter
| know ™
1 "1 didn’t make thig here truce, an' |
1!,nlni a-goin’ ter bust hit,"” sald the
poy, quietly. “When the war com-
mences, I'll b hyar. Ef | hain't hyar
in the meauntime, hit hain't nobody's
business
man but pap, an’ 1 reckon, whar he is,
he knows whether I'm a-goln® ter keep
my word.”

There was n moment’s silence, then
Wite MeCager put another question:

“Ef yo're plumb sot on geitin® larnin’
why dou't ye git hit right hyar In these
mountings?™

Samson langhed derisively.

“Who'll 1 git hit from?" he causti-
cally inguired. “Ef the mountain won't

go ter the mountain, | reckon.”

Caleb Wiley rose unsteadily to his |
feet, his shaggy beard trembling with
wrath and his volece gquavering with
senile Indignation.

I hain’t accountable ter no |

come ter Mohamet, Mohamet's got ter |

riner outen the country with tar aa’
feathers on him. Furthermore, I'm in
favor of cleanin’ out the Hollmans. 1
wasd jest asayin' ter Bil-—="

‘ “Nover mind what ye war Jost
|a't-l.l.\|ll " Interrupted the boy, fluahing
redly to his cheekbones, but con.
trolling his voles, “Ye've done said
enough a'ready. Ye're a right old man,
Caleb, an® 1 reckon thet gived yo some
license ter shoot off yore face, but of
uny of them no-‘count, shif'less boys of
vores wants ter back up whal ye says,
I'm ready ter go out thar un’ make ‘em
cot hit. 1 hain't a-goin® ler answer no
more questions.”

There was 4 commotion of argn
ment, until “Hlack Dave™ Jusper, a sat-
urnine glant, whose halr was no black-
er than hils expression, rose, and a
emblance of quiet groeted him as ha
spoke

“Mebby, Samson, ye've got a right
ter take the studs this a-way, an' ter
ter answer our quostions, but

we've got 4 rlght ter say who Kin stay

in this hyar country. Ef ye ‘lows ter
gult us, 1 reckon we kin quit you-—
| and, If we quits ye, yo hain't nothin®
more ter us then no other boy thet's
wttin® too big fer his brevches.  This
furriner I8 a visitor here todny, an’
we don't ‘low ter hurt him—but he s

refuse

g0l ter go
hynr no longor Hi
cotl We're aogivin yi
stranger. Yo huain't our
this, Yo stavs o Misery at
risk—an' hit's apoin” ter be
rizky. That thar's final”
I'his Liazed the boy, helore
Lowicont spoak, "is aovisitin® me
Iin When ye wiants him
veo kin come up thar an’ g1t him. Every
damned mnn of ve Kin coms 1 hain't
esnyin’ how many « vi'll go back
that ha -1
ruln’, bt
atedlin® vo he hain't a-goin
He's n’ fer 0
Hkes, an’ sobody bain’t a-goin” ter run
him off Samson took his stand be
paunter, and swepl the groug
with his evi Aun
added, 11 tell ye
hadn't plumt
legave the mountings,

settled hit fer me. U'm

Ly

WATnIn .,

turned 1o
fuir
hreed
yOra own
plumh

man,

ecould

NjHcer

hyarter

itter this

ter do hit

Fray

.:I'r" r L}
what's more,” he
ing. |
mind ter
done

another th
inde up my
but ve've

a-goin®™™

There was n low murmur of anger
and a volce cried out from the rear

“Let him go. We hain't got o use
fer damn cownrds.”

Whoever snld thet's a lar!

od the boy Lescutt, stapding at s
side, folt that 1he situation was maore
than jwrioy Huat, wefore | slorm
could break, some one rushed in, and
whispered to Wile MoCager a messy
that enused | 1 piwe botd
above his Lead. and thander f il
tention
Men,” 1 ared ter my
This here ) 1 no 1t wr squat
blin® ar Rs ourselve Verre |
Soitha famamck Soutd ' "
pote ler won. an' g
lis Woed uy Ll s
Ve ir ek |

. g I ovalo e

5 im 1

Satnson s anger had disd He t nd
and leld a whispered nveTea
with Mo ager, and, at its end. ¢ t
of the day anunounced bhriels

“HSamson 8 gol somethin® or say ter
ye. So Jong as he's willia® ter stamd
hy us 1 reckon we're willln' ter listen
tor Henry South's boy

for Tam rach
cinctly but
in no jall
ter be

I halpn't got no use
d the beivy
lit him lay

he's got

Spleer,” s L

I don't

house

low ter

utilesser A right
What's he charged with™
that A man mup
Hollmans, but In

Souths

thar

But no one
l-“‘"lt]_‘ close to
reality a

Wnew
the
nformer for the
lod (nto the jailvard by a
f a hplfdozen men

barred doors

n hiad

seon b
und
vlose

veept that the

the iron an

him That was all, «

Hollman  forees  were gathering n
Hixom: and, 1€t Mzl yent thore
eon fasse 4 plt | battle must be the
fnevitahie ] The first step was

“This Hain't No Time for Sguabblin’
Amongst Ourseclves.”

lo gain accurate information and an
answer to one vital question. Was
;Tnmunrk held ws a feud victim, or
wae his arrest legitimate? How to
| learn that was the problem. To send
|. body of men was to invite bloodshed
| To send a single Ingquirer was to d»
| liver him over to the enemy,

“Alr you men willin' ter tuke mvy
word about Tamarack?™ Inquired Sam
won. There was a clamorous assent,
and the boy turned to Lescott

“l want= ye ter Lake Sally home with
| ye Ye'd better start right away, afore
| she heers any of this talk. Hit would
| fret her, Tell her I've had ter go “cross
ther country a plece, ter see a slck
msn. Don't tell her whar I'm a-goin".”
He turned 1o the others. “1 reckon
I've gol yore promise thet Mr. Lescott

haint agoin’ ter be bothered afore 1
gits back ™

Wile McCager promptly gave the as-
suraace,

“1 gives ye my band on WS .

“l seed Jim Asberry loafin'
jest beyond ther ridge, ae 1 rid over
hyar,” voluntéered the man who had

brought the message,

“(io slow now, Samson. Don't be no
blame fool,” dissunded Wile MeCagor,
“Hixon's plumb full of them Hollmans,

hit's Saturday, Hit's apt ter be shore
death fer ye ter try ter ride through
Main street—ef ve gits thet far.
dassent do bit"

“1 dast do nnything!” assorted tha
bey, with a fNash of sadden anger.
“Some Uar 'lowed awhile ago thet 1
wae a coward, Al right, mebby | be
Une'
hears from me—an' Keep ‘em sober.”
He turned and made his way to lhn
fence where his mule stood hitched,

When Samson erossed the ridge aml
entered the Hollman country, Jim As

rose and mounted the horse
that stood hitehod
sereen  of rhododendron
voung codars. Sometimes, he rode just
one bgnd of the road in Samson’s reuar,
Sometimes, he took short cutls, and
watched his enomy pass.  Hut always
he held him under a vigilant eyo,

vanutnge,

We don't want him round |

Atter !

I'm |

Finally, he reschett a wayelde store
| where a local telephune gave communi-
cation with Hollman's Mammoth De-
partment slore

“Jedge.”  he  Informed, “Samson
left the party et ther
mill, an aridin’ towardes town.
Shall | git him?

Sauth's done

hit's

Is e comin' by ligself?” inguired
[ the storekeopor
| You
| “Well, jost let him eome on  Wo
iH"._ tond ter him hyar, of necessary.”

Sa Hm withheld bis hand and merely
shindowed, sending bulleth
to timne

It was about throe o'clock when Sam-

| gon wtarted. 1 wak near six when he |
reach .| the ribbon of road that loops |
down Inte town over the mountalh.
His mule was in a lather of sweat. Heo

wak belng spled upon,
of his coming was Lrar-

that he
wndd that word

' £ ahend of him What he did nt
inow was whethier or not 1t suited
Yowge Purve's purpose that he should
slide from Wis mule. dead, before he

4 bhomewsrd  1f Tamarack had
sweized] an a declaration of war,
would eortainly not
it the arrest had

T«
| been
the chief South
be allowed o return

not been for feud reasons, he might
T TS That wan the guestion which
would be answered with lis Ife or
death
The “lallhouse’” was a small bulld-
ne of home made brick, squatting st
the rear of the courthouse yanl A8
Snine drew near, he saw that some
ten or twelve mon, armed with rifles,
wenarated from groups and disposed
elves bohind the tree trunks and
the ne coping of the well None ol
them spoke, and Samson pretended
i h 1 t soen them.  le rode
uor st & walk, knowing that he
T ; covered from A half<doz=n
ndows At the hitehing rack direct
¥ henen e county bullding, heo
| i s rolns over a post, and, awing
pE his rifle at bin slde passed caun
1 slv wlotg the brick walk to the
jmil 1o men behind the trees cdged

as he went, keep-
an duirrels

OV ers

around thelr

Ives protected

ing thom

e I around & trunk when a hunter n
lurking below Samesan halied at the
il wall, and called the prisoners

name A tousied head and surly face
sppeared at the barred window, and
the boy and held conhversa

| from the outelde

went over

git Into town?

How in hell did ¥o
dematided the prisoner

1 rid n" was the short reply
sHow'd ve glt i the Jatlhouse?™

The captive was shamefaced
{ 1 got a leetle too much licker, an 1
| was shootin’ out the lights last night”

vonfossed

What business did yé have hyar o
Hixor

I jent slipped In ter see & gal”

Samenn leaned closer, and lowered
i vaied

Does they know thet ve shot them

hoots at Jesse Purvy
lamarack turned pale
N he stammered

you done bit

“they belleve

Samson laughed. He was thioking
| of the rifles trained on him from a
| dozen Invisible rests

“How long alr they a-goin’ ter keep
ve hyat? he demanded

1 kin gt out tomorrer of [ pays the
| fine. Hit's ten dollars
And’ of yo dou't pay the fine?”
Hit's a dollar a day.”
| reckon ye don’t ‘low ter pay hit,

do yel”

“1 Mowed mebby ye mont pay hit fer
me, Samson.”

“Ye done 'lowed plumb wrong |

come hyar ter see ef ye needed help.
but hit ‘pears ter me theyre lettin’ yo
off easy.”

He turned on his heel, and went
back to his mule. The men behind the
trees began circling agaln Samson
mounted, and, with bis chin well vp.
trotted back along the main street It
wns over. The question Was answered,
The Hollmans regarded the truce as
still effective. The fact that they were
permitting bim to ride out alive was
a wordless sssurance of that lacl
dentally, he stond vindicated in the
oyes of his own people

(TO BE CONTINUED)

Hadn't Looked for That.

“When we bonght dear Ittle Bolty
the electrie fashilght he had been
begging for =0 long.” says & mot her,
“we never anticipated that the first
time we had company be would hold
It up to the guest's ear and say: Oh,
1 Just want to see If your ear in
clean'"' ™

Riches From Gift Bestowed.

ail do time gits richer an’ richer I L
—Atlanta ComsUtution. -

an’ they're likely ter be full of lloker— 1

Wile, keep the boys hyar tell ye |

berry, watching from a hilltop point of |

behind a nearby
bushes aml

s, from timae !

Whesn you give away happioess you |

"o | Finest tobaccos,
skillfully blended—
that’s the source of

that rare flavor which
'has made FATIMA

“ CIGARETTES fa-

mous.

Lggatta MyonsJitacco G
20

The Censor,

e Washington Star rolates that
Maver Haker of Cleoveland. in defenes
of a jolitieal novement that had boen
attacked, sald the othoer das

It's mi. honest movement and »
stralghtforwnrd moveriont. and they

{ who stinck it ate an consorions as the
Seabricht old matd

“A Seabright old mald war talking
to u supnburned colloge bov on the
beach, A pretty girl passed and the
old mald =aid
4 There goes Mintnle Summers. You

teok her to the hop last evening, didn’e
you®

You! sald the college boy, and he
added politely An | was taking leave
ol Miss iimers after the hop W
dawped upon me

‘It dawned’ sald the old mald
You kept her out il dawn® Thate
what these new dances lead uf to!"™

UIT LAXATIVE
FOR SICK CHILD

“California Syrup of Figs" cant
harm tender stomach,
liver and bowels,

Every mother realizes, afler giving
ber children “Callfornia Syrup of
Figs that this is their idoal [nzative,
ecadee they Jove (18 pleasact taste
and it thorough!y cleanses the tended
littie stomach, liver and bowels with-
Wit griping

When cross, irritable, feverish, of
breath Is bad, stomach sour, look st
the tongue, mother' 1f coated, give &

tenspoonful of this  harisless fruit
laxative,” and in & few hours all the
foul, constipated waste sour hile and

undigested food passes out of the bows
els, nnd you have a well, playtul child
arait.  When ita lintle aystem is full
of cold, throat sore, has stomach ache,
diarrhoea, indigestion remem-
ber & good Cinside cleaning” should
always be tl treatment given

Milllons of mothers Keep “Californis
Syrup of Figs”™ handy. they know &
teasjoonful today saves s slek chidd
tomormw Ark at the store for a BO-
cent bottle of "Callfornia Syrup of
Figs,” which hns directions for hables,
children of all ages and grownops
printed on the Ady

colle

n first

bottle

Willie Knew

Some time ago the teacher of a pab-
He schonl was instructing a class In
geography, and when H came Ume o
hand out a lew guestions alie turned
to Willle Smith

“Willle shiv sald, “can you tell me
what |a poe of the principal prodects
of the West Indiva®

No, ma'am,” frankly answored Wik
He, after & moment's hesitation

Tust think a bit," enconragingly re-
turneyd the teacher, “where does the
fugar comme from that you uss at your
house

Rometimen  from the store,” ap-
swered Willle, “and sometimes we bor
row it from the next-door neighbor.™

OVERWORK and KIDNEY TROUBLE

Mr. James MeDanlel, Oakley, Ky..

, writes.  “l overworked and strained
myself, which brought on Kidney and
Bladder Disease. My symploms were
Hackache and burning
in the stem of the Diad-
der,
and had a constant
burting all the time—
broken sleep, tired feel

started to use Dodd's Kidney Pil's, 1
now feel that | am permanently cured
by the use of Dodd's K

Deodd's Kidney Plils, S0c.
your dealer or Dedd's M
Bultalo, N. Y. Write

d
:

Hints, also music of National Anthem
i{English and Goerman words) and re
cipes for dalnty dishes. All 3 semd

“trec.—Adr.
| The most common of pes-
stmism la the belisf that a good b
| glaniug makes a “ ‘
LB

!

R




